TALES OF DESTINT

born babe, but growing to know Him and to love
Him as we have all known and loved the devoted
mothers who bore us. For mother love is man's first
foretaste of God love, the full glory of which we shall
comprehend only when by death we are born into a
higher and more spacious sphere of existence."
There was another brief interval of silence, again
unbroken by any comment from the auditors. Then
the hakeem continued in lighter tone:
" Now let me point my moral by telling you a story
of a mother's supreme devotion for her son.

" At one time I practised my profession in the capi-
tal city of a state ruled over by a maharajah, who,
although he had been a brave and honourable man
in his prime, had degenerated into a mere volup-
tuary, spending his days in the companionship of
nautch girls and disreputable men, indulging con-
stantly in immoderate potations of strong wine, and
given at times to the use of bhang, which does more
than anything else to dull the faculties and deaden
the conscience of the unfortunate who surrenders
himself to its seductive spells. The inevitable results
were for him the premature loss of health and
strength, and fop his people misrule, extortion and
widespread unhappiness,

" It happened that, after several Hindu physicians
had failed to restore their royal master from a faint-
ing spell, I, a Moslem, was summoned in haste to the
palace. I carried with me a small jar containing a
certain pungent liquid, which I applied to the nos-
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